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E Pluribus Unum 
by Paul Hunter 

To carry through mountains  
like a secret weapon we took it apart 
so it could not be prevented or planned against 
  
for the surprise for the impact 
though we never thought of it as a weapon 
this apparatus so practical so complete 
  
dismantled to carry on  
a piece at a time through emergencies 
in bundles in packs in the pocket 
  
we all watched this work of dismemberment  
so it would be upon all of us  
though some more than others each bore part 
  
all along there have been side-effects 
hidden pieces that wore on each other 
becoming difficult meanings odd fits 



  
now after the distance the hardships 
it must come together to work or be discarded 
a burden an accusation worse than useless 
  
no one here knows how it all went  
if we even have all of it 
brought to this one place to work with 
  
because of the distance the hardships 
we no longer have all of us  
though each stopping passed what he carried 
  
so perhaps missing parts  
amid farflung now backwards ideas  
of returning each piece where it went  
  
we stay up in shifts by the fire 
squint through smoke to turn things  
this way and that to catch flickering lights  
  
out of bad dreams wake one another  
to try various fits at the trash heap 
anything not to abandon the one thought   
 
End. 
 


